
The T amlng of tie Slrew, 

And fo offend him: for I tell you firs. 

If you ftiould fmile,he growes impatient. 

P/aj. Feare not my Lord we can containe our felues. 
Were he the verieft anticke in the world. 

Lord. Go firra,Take them to the Butterie, 

And giue them friendly welcome eucry one, 

Let them Want nothing that my houfc affoords. 

Exit one with the Players, 
Sirragoyou to Bartholmew my page, r 

And ice him dreft in all fuiceslike a iadie: 

That done.condmft him to the drunkardschamher. 
And call him Madam, do him obeifance: 

Tell him from me (as he will win mv loue) 

He bare himfelfc with honorable aftion, 

Such as hehathobferu’d in noble Ladies 
Vnto their Lord s,by t h em accomplilhed, 

Such dutie to the drunkard let him do : 

With foft lowe tongu e.and lowly curtefiep 
Andfay: Whatis’t your Honor doth command, 
Wherein yourLadie ,aBd your humble wife, 

May (hew her dutie, and make knowncher loue. 

And then withkindeimbracements,temptingkiffe$, 

And with declining head into his bofotne 
Bid him flied teares,asbeing ouer. ioyed 
To fee her noble Lord reftor’d co health. 

Who for this feuen ycares hath efteemed him 
No better then a poore andioachfome begger : 

And h'che boy haue not a womans guife 
To raine a Slower of commanded teares , 

An Onion will do well for fuch a (hift, 

Which in a Napkin (bcingclofe-conuei’d) 

Shall in defpigbt enforce a watcrie eie : 

See thisdifpatch’d with all the haft thoucanft* 

Anon lie giue thee more inftrutfions. 

Exit a fermngmatu 

J know the boy will wel vfurpe the grace, 

Voice, gace,anda£Uon of a Gentlewoman ; 
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I long to heart him call the drunkard hufband. 

And how my men will ftay thcmfelucs from laughter. 

When they do homage to this Omplc peafant, 

31 c in to counfell them : haply my prefcncc 
May well abatethe ouer-merric fplecnc. 

Which otherwife would grow into extreames . 

Enter aloft the drunkard with attendants, fomewith apparel, 
Bafon and £wer,& other appurtenances , & Lord . 

’Beg, Fox Gods fake a pot of fatal ! Ale. 

I Ser. Wilt pleafe your Lordfnip drinkc a cup of fackc ? 
a Ser, Wilt pleafe your Honor taftc of thefe Conferues ? 

3 . Ser. What raiment will your honor wearetoday. 

Beg, - I am Chriftophero Sly, call not mec Honor nor Lord- 
fliip: I ne’redrankefacke in my life sand if you giue^me any Con- 
fcrucSjgiue mee conferues of Becfes nereaskmewhat raiment lie 
weare,forl haue no more doublets then Backes: no more (lock- 
ings then legges :nor no more ftiooes then feet, nay fbmtimc more 
feet then Ihooes, or fuch fhoocs as my toes looke through the o- 
ucr leather. 

Lord. Heauen ceafc this idlehumor in your Honor* 

Oh that a migheie man of fuch difeent. 

Of fuch pofleftions, and fo high cftectne 
Should be infafed with fo foule afpirit. 

Beg, What would you make me mad?Am not I Chrifiopher Site] 
old Sites (ovine of Burton- heath by byrth a Pedler, by education a 
Cardmakcr,by ttanfjnutation a Bcate-heard, and now by prefent 
profeffion a Tinker. Aske c Marrian Backet the fat Alcwifcof 
Wincot , if fliee know me not : if fhe fay I am not xiiii. d. on the 
fcore for Iheere Ale; fcorc mec vp for the lyingft knaue in 
Chriftcndome. What I am not beftraught : here’s 
3. < Bulan, Oh thisu is that makes yourLadie mourne. 
a Mar. Gh this is it that makes your feruants droop. 

Lord . Hence comes it, that your kindred fliuns your houfc 
Asb eaten hence by your ftrangeLunacie. 

Oh Noble Lord , bethinkethce of thy birth, 

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banilhmcnf 
And banifh hence thcfeabicil lowlic dr earnest 
feruants do attend on thee. 
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